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WHAT YOU'RE ABOUT TO READ IS 
LARGELY UNVERIFIED . 

Sut that doesn't mean its n Рие. ` It's Ihe 
ре of WFO information that would typicat- 
ly be deeply buried, then carefully studi ed 
and compartment talized by a small faction 
717111119 Ни ni ie MECE community, TES Suits 
ану сонс black opera Hon. As such, 
straightforward corroboration 1s difficult af 
best. But UFO Magazine has the advantage 
of more than a decade's worth of collectea 

bits of тога: nation and d ihased facts ай 
hich in eonmetruct 50) ПРЕ xtrapolations. 
Drain from a fangen sources, the follow- 
ing incide nt reflects upon one af the blackest 
af Am ericam covert Opera tions thal пеп! 
directi with the UFO phenomenon, 
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*Communiqué: Letter to a UFO Recruit 


by Greg Halifax 


hey recruited him when he was fesh from 

a not-too-harrowing assignment in the 

Middle East. This was one area of the 
globe, at least, where the CLA had little trouble 
justifying its existence. 

Having some military background, Sedge Ма5- 
ters wasn't too surprised when he was called 
back for another briefing about the new foreign 
technology assignment overseen from Wright 
Patterson Air Force Base. What he'd heard at the 
first briefing didn't exactly fire his professional 
instincts. The task sounded less than challenging. 
Не was assured that more informahon would be 
coming his way, and that much of 1t would 
change his mind about the degree of intrigue his 
new assignment would hold. 

Clearances intact, Masters arrived on the base 
in short order. He was issued a security badge 
and escorted by an airman to an unmarked 
building. Опсе inside, he was escorted by the 
airman into a room where his security badge 

was taken from him and a different one given to 
him in its place. А different airman with a uri- 
form that Masters had not seen before, armed 
with an M-16 and а sidearm, escorted him into а 
private room. That man left, and in less than two 


————————————— ————— Я 
"^ B | 


minutes, another armed and uniformed man 
entered. He said nothing; Masters was used to 
this routine, When the saldier had positioned 
himself in front of the door, Masters turned 
around to а table on which lay a thick packet of 
papers. One more glance at the impassive sol- 
dier, and Masters began to read. 

The letter on top carried a number on the first 
page, but no date or letterhead, 


T Mr заза 
р resent assig атепі, Ag you were stola in last 
week's s special briefing, vou were selected for 
the program less Гог your wide intelligence | 
background апа technical skills than tor the 
Sen of your PTS Раше oom he 
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and Pies one pee red ea iie this year. Nec- 
essarily limited to technical experts and profes- 
sionals in only а handful of military, scientific 
and medical disciplines, the program neverthe- 
less cannot sacrifice its dependence on absolute 
зестесу and tne personality traits that ро with 
that exceptionally crucial need. І and my col- 
leagues want to congratulate you on nearly halt 
а lifetime of unwavering circumspection in 
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regard to the restricted information to which 
you have been privy, from the the long lists of 
classified technology to the panoply of trade 
craft which you have successfully and coura- 
'eousiy practiced in many areas of the globe. 
What you'll be doing with us should be 
regarded asa mon te change not only in your 
understanding of conventional tradecraft, but in 
the very attitudes and habits that you have come 
to accept as SOP in your work, We’ re dealing 
with something that falls well outside the nor- 
mal boundaries of classical espionage : and 
counter-espionage as practiced since the advent 
of World War П, and yel has always been includ- 
ed within the classified mission statements of 
the various agencies and military branches com- 
prising the intelligence community since before 
the formation of the Agency in 1947. The pro- 
fram has been carried on since then, albeit with- 
out acknowlediment or broad dissemination 
"Цел the commu nity itself, for reasons which 
will be obvious as you read the material below 
It must be emphasized that a good deal of the 
information set forth below is of the highest sig- 
nificance to the national security and cannot be 
du ulied, even to those of WOU d ASSOCIATES and 
colleagues in the community in whom you 
repose implicit confidence, w ithout authoriza- 
tion being given to you to. We will discuss more 
alit the established probe ol for this in the 


dave ahead. For now, refer to the attached 
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Appendix А, т which you'll find details on the 
use and application of code words, the protocols 
of formal introductions and parameters of dis- 
cussion derived therefrom. Any breaches of the 
conditions or the protocol therein will be dealt 
with as а security crime, even if committed mad- 
vertently, with the severest consequences to you 
and any recipient of the information contained 
in the communication, regardless of whether the 
recipient solicited the information. 

During the years preceding World War II, 
informal contacts made by Americans touring in 
Europe—tasked to do so by then-attorne 
William Donovan (who was later the head of the 
О55 in World War II)—revealed that there had 
been a number of sightings of unusual aerial 
phenomena and craft over European skies, par- 
ticularly in the vicinity of German military tacili- 
ties. It was considered of extreme importance by 
Donovan and his friend President Franklin LX 
Roosevelt that the nature of these sightings be 
explored, as it was assumed that they might be 
evidence of advanced weapons being developed 
by the Nazi government. Those gentlemen and 
other Allied leaders likewise assumed that we 
would shortly be at war with Germany. 

At the time, little could be confirmed about 
the reports of unidentifieds. The persons offer- 
ing the reports were not professional espionage 
agents, and in any case found it difficult to elicit 


much information which could be of us ERE EL cum 
4 Ep ^ T ზი 11) 18: 9 Inte ЕИ |. ы и КАИР ЧИНА 
ing the nature of the sightings. Military ее. |. i c of these events, in July 


gence made modest efforts to flesh out these = ester MS 


ephemeral reports, but little information ва 
developed. In retrospect, the most ominous at the 
reports claimed that a downed saucer-like craft of | 
indeterminate origin was recovered by Wehrmacht 
troops in the days immediately preceding Ger- 
manv's invasion of Poland. 

The rush of events focused the attention of the 
military and the OSS on other matters of more 
pressing concern, although it had been resolved to 
look into these reports again at the war's conclu- 
sion. The need to follow up on these matters was 
underscored by the appearance of the so-called — — 
"Foo Fighters" which shadowed military aircraft of 
all combatants during the war in both the European | 
and Pacific theaters. Naturally, each side assumed 
that the devices were new weapons of the other side 
(see attached Appendix В tor censored press reports 
and military intelligence reports pertaining to the 
Foo Fighter phenomenon and the apparently relat- 


It soon became clear that these. 
were from some planet or solar system 
other than our own, as they were 
occupied by two kinds of beings which 
clearly were not of earthly origin. 


ed phenomena which were the subject of Project 
Twinkle [referenced егет). 

At the conclusion of World War П, it became 
apparent that the German Nazi regime had been 
developing a number of advanced missile and air- 
craft designs, a few of which, such as the jet fighters 
and the flying wings, had been developed in paral- 
lel (though somewhat belatedly) in the United States 
and United Kingdom. Nevertheless, it was clear that | 
extensive technological intelligence gathering would 
he necessary to determine the full extent of German 
technological advances in these and other areas. 

This effort was both impelled and hampered by 
worsening relations between the Western Allies and 
the USSR, initially played out in occupied Germany — 
where most of the investigative work was being 
pursued. With the beginning of the Cold War, virtu- 
ally all access to German investigation sites in the 
Soviet zone of occupation was denied to Allied 
intelligence and military personnel. 

And there the matter might have rested, but For 
ine Project Twinkle phenomenon's occurrence and 
the sighting by private pilot Kenneth Arnold in 
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these cratt were either (1) secret зам 


lance craft designed to spy upon tie many 
region, (2) craft from some ONS ae 
the details of which were and remamunspi 
by the proponents of this hypo heaga 
from our own future exploring the pasii 
an unknown temporal travel mechs 


planet or solar sys | 
they were occupied by two Kin 


The occupants of the деіот d cra! t were Arge 
ly intact after the crash. When the specialties 
ery team established for this purpose locatec 
the crash, two of the occupants af the de TOL 
craft were still alive, although опе was Баби 
injured and would later die upon being taker 
the Roswell Air Corps base. The other survivor 
was alive and remained so for almost 30 day 
after the crash. It was able to walk and 800006! 
to understand that it was a captive among inte 
ligent beings like itself. All efforts at commun 
cation with the survivor were inconclusive and 
largelv unsuccessful, MN 

The three other occupants were d ead: "hen 
the recovery team found them. The general 
appearance of these creatures Was as те sorted in 
the recently published, somewhat fanciful 


>. 
“investigative” books on the subject which have 
received a certain amount of popular acceptand 
and which resulted in the recent 50th anniver- 
sary celebration of this event. (Popular attenti 
to this event remains strong.) P 
The occupants of the second craft ёгай 
found for several more days, as their be dies he 
been ejected in what appeared to be safety 
similar in purpose to those later employed in — 
such high performance aireraft as the B-58 Hus- 
tler and ХВ-70 supersonic bombers. These crea- | 
tures were longer in dimension than the ones of — 
the deltoid craft, and their bodies were dispersed 
over а much wider area due to the disintegration — 
of their craft. All were dead when found, with 
their bodies much deteriorated from prolonged. 
exposure to the elements and some having been 
partially eaten by coyotes and other creatures, all 
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of the latter of which were found 
dead near the alien corpses. 
Analysis af the animal remains 
and the alien bodies led to the con- 
clusion that the animals died fram 
porsoning caused by ingestion of 
chemicals in the alien flesh, It 
appeared that the second group of 
aliens could not survive if exposed 
to the Earth's atmosphere. The 
need to remove all evidence ot the 
event from the two crash sites lim- 
ited the amount of crash recon- 
struction which could be accem- 
plished by the recovery team, with 
the consequence that 1t has never 
been made clear what exactly 
caused the crash. 

Unfortunately, the large num- 
ber of civilian and military per- 
sonnel who witnessed physical 
evidence at the crash sites and 
back at the Roswell base created a 
sigmiticant security hazard which 
was dealt with by intimidation 
and bribery of the witnesses to 
the extent that those means 
proved effective. Until unofficial 
investigators, journalists, writers, 
and others began renewing inves- 
tization of the subject in the early 
19905, these techniques were 
largely successful in keeping the 
truth of the Roswell event from 
the public, as well as its ominous Implications. 

The autopsies on the bodies of the creatures 
showed that they were of very light build and 
clearly not from this planet. The simplicity of 


fair brain structures па пеп-еоптитсацот ап 


the face of stalwart efforts by researchers led 
investigators at the time to conclude that they 
were not the original designers and builders of 
the craft involved in the incident. Kather, it 
seemed that thie "were “biological robots, " 
designed and bred for the purpose of undertak- 
ing such dangerous missions as flying through 
the atmosphere of an alien world. The survivor 
{rally died when its body accumulated toxic 
waste products from its metabolism. There were 
no apparent excretory system OF Sex ual organs- 
Consistent with this “biological robot" hypothe- 
sis was the complete absence ot any galley W- 4 
food stores aboard the craft. Of course, the posar 
r ship“ from which 


01111V of there being а mothe: 


d 3 nd ае warc the 
theese craft came Was a150 1 onsidered, as was the 


197 Lat these small craft could 
likely possibility that these small cr и 
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transluminal speeds. 


themselves attain T Tela 
The propuls ion system of the craft, of obvious 
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priority interest to our group, was indeterminate 
for long after its recovery, While still subject to 
the laws of physics (as we imperfectly under- 
stand them), the craft's workings went far 
beyond our technological grasp at that time: 
Unfamiliar, nearly magical technology was 
displayed, devices that we now know as inte- 
erated circuits, fiber optics, supertenacious 
fibers and metals, and an untathomable power 
source and drive mechanism, as well as other 
technology which it is not necessary to discuss 
in this document. 

The military implications of the presence of 
these craft in our atmosphere and the possibility 
that they may have established friendly commu- 
nications with our Cold War enemies were obvi- 
ous and unsettling. The discovery of these craft 
led ta an equally unsettling reexamination of the 
European intelligence reports referred to above, 
as well as the postwar inveshgation by Gen. 
[immy Doolittle of the “ghost rockets” of Mor- 
way (see appendix C, attached, top secret report 
of Gen. James Doolittle). The President was 
made aware of these developments and ordered 


UFO 35 


WES CALM 


ღება –' 


tion is. І he е 


и = 


the formation of a special g шем aed ср eae 
scientists, Cabinet, Eo m ard intelligence off |E ants, th е two descr abe а абоўЕ 
cers, The popular literature bandies about the | | humanoids tha САБЕ on a’ 
name of “Majestic 12" or “MJ-12" for this spe- —— E ue агагк pi 
cial, secret task force formed bv the President. | O nes. There. ёй may be ot ! 

Other names Бу which it has been identified in have be ам covered t 110 C სა. 
the public mind through disinformation pro- hese type ое гер prese 
grams are “Project Saucer” and "Aquarius." + 


of the others. 1IV аў 15 а ое а 
While it 15 possible that any one or more of these communicati an abi І se Б 
was the name of the group at one time, for most | lation in the popul от 
of its existence the code name for the group апа However, there is 5 some 50 ort of fee E 
the extensive program which 11 spawned has ulation апа. though ea be htv as 
been and still is “Zodiac,” with each of its opera- | below and in various att e 
tional subdivisions known by the name of a dif- Details of the >. an 79 - inc de 
ferent zodiacal sign, including Aquarius. ‘dered and reca 
As the vears passed, the operational involve- 
ment of high government officials in Zodiac 


waned to a certain degree, especially with the CI 1 аа аа 

conclusion of the Eisenhower Administration, phases, each of which may Jr тпа у IC 

although most presidents were still kept in- direct relevance to what has g one | 

tormed of key overview facts as they came to such, each anecdote like the fi me пет 11 

light. However, it fell to the Agency's supervisors utilized strictly for the discret DS ase WI 

of Zodiac to determine who else in the govem- intraduces, unless you're instruct ed othe 

ment should have access to this very closely-held Any deviation from this practice аі né itt 

and highly compartmentalized information, ta | will be clearly evident and will res 

the point that, like the heads of military intelli- immediate termination. 

gence before World War II, they sometimes decid- _ By the late “60s, Zodiac had be ee n ab Ju 

ed not to share information with certain presi- members of an elite recovery | team. . Sixty-sevi 

dents, including Nixon and Ford. All other presi- well-trained men were dispatch аюв thes a = 

dents were kept reasonably well-informed, crash landings, and had by the 197 (ls 

including Jimmy Carter, who went back on his the tasks of completely and thoroughh | 

pledge to reveal all of the information the govern- menting all actions and daring deb 

ment had on UFOs once he was elected president. remaining after these incidents. we ec LC 
As of the early 1980s, the Agency exercised trustworthiness and expertise of LI ese mi > 

complete control over Zodiac, with the coopera- апа is unquestioned. Within the last 4 I8 ho су 

tion of the rest of the intelligence community the team was dispatched to a remote ^ > site m the 

and the military branches, particularly the Air Midwest where a craft and bodies were coll 

Force and the Navy. From 1947 to the early and ferried to the appropriate => M 

(9805, Zodiac recovered eleven other alien craft ingly without incident. 

in various states of disrepair, from a diminutive These men always comply with stri E > 


single-seat flying wing (о a rather large craft that | to document practically every single m Е ninu teo 
had to be trucked into Wright Patterson by dead these operations, They are debriefed 


of night. Some craft were turned over to our after each operation. This time, ICC. become : clea 
government by friendly powers, most notably | fo our debriefing teams at Wright Patt erson the 


Denmark, which allowed the U.S. to retrieve a the first members questioned could no: t acc ccoum z 
rather large disk that had submerged ой the | for an hour and a halfs worth of time s opent anik 
Danish coast. Occasionally, a live craft occupant | site. The pattern of forgetfulnes: ех кай w nt 
was recovered as well. | every team member debere со far 255533 ET 
There are ongoing efforts to discover the tech- | were cut off for the day. МИ 
nological secrets of the recovered craft and to Е You have been selected to be part ot an 


reverse engineer them or their subsystems, but forming debriefing team wh 
sc far these efforts have met with limited suc- lation and analysis of these 
cess. The materials technology and knowledge p 
of physics of the builders of the craft still present 
considerable obstacles to matching their 
observed performance characteristics. ing to yd with the re E 
besides the technology, the beings found with | with the downed craft Bate nes 
these craft are central ta the Program's s investiga- | tentatively rejected fi or p E 
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dence. We never encountered this phenomenc: ' 


betore. 
We fully appreciate that you have been intro- 


duced to this material on a rather short-term i4 EA S 
basis. Ordinarily, your introduction to this infor- AWN Orac Ш. 
mation would be more gradual. But we have no ha 

time. We need to get to the bottom of this in 
short order. 

We selected you for your unique experience in 
debriefing and interrogation. We kept some of 
the more senior team members on base for you 
to interview. Your assignment is to find out why 


even the most senior members of the team 1 m с rt i oi emp: 8 Ш nan 
shared in this memory gap, and to find out what — | Kc = 

happened during that hour and a half. You are to th nought ti 

keep in mind that each one of these team meri- Af 


bers is a highly-valued person of unique abilities 
whose loyalty and patriotism is above reproach. 
Although vou are to draw your own conclusions 


in your report to me, you should be advised that ment, counting the pages. 
the impression of those who've conducted the The captain took out a ci ват 
interviews so far is that the team members gen- the comers of the Pages, g 


uinely cannot recall what happened out there. into a red "bum b гі 

Indeed, they were not even aware of the time 

gaps in their reports until they were advised of small wisps of EIE nd hi cay n абя. М 

them by the debriefers. er piece of paper out of his br #8 ned it, 
Your report is to be in writing and is to have | and presented it to the airman, wh w als so signed 


one original and no copies. It is to be hand-deliv- it. The airman then presente Litto M faste ers, who 


ered by you to me. It is to bear the security | signed the sworn declaration of w vitres ssing the 
stamps "TOP SECRET," "ZODIAC" and "EYES | destruction of the document: ^ 

ONLY." You will let no one see your report but 

me and you will not share its contents with those А writer-researcher for over ги years, Greg H alifax 
with whom you are working at Wright Patterson lives in Southern California. This is the нены in an 
without my authorization. We cannot be certain | occasional series of stories that, while p presented 

of anything just yet, but need to collect as much from seemingly irustworthy ცივი 5C canal a 
data as possible in order to deal with this phe- (o Hrird-hand anecdotes, and cannot be verifie En ed at this 


nomenon in a manner consistent with the nation- | Hme. They should be weighed as such. 


al security. І will require 
vour report within 48 hours. 

At this time, please read 
this at least once more. It 
will not be made available 
to you again, 

Very Truly Yours, 

Col, David H., USAF 
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Masters read it through 
again. When he looked up, 
an Air Force captain had entered 
the room. "Are you finished 
with the letter?” he asked in à 
flat tone. "I'm done with it,” 
Masters sighed, and for the first 
lime in his professional career 
heard his own voice waver with 
what sounded like nervousness. 


He handed the letter to the cap- 
tain, who took it without com- 
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By Greg Ha. ifax 


Details on the deepest and blackest of clandestine UFO operations, 
such as they are, stay safely beyond the reach of average citizens. 
While this inevitably frustrates us, it allows the secret-keepers to 
do the job of collecting UFO intelligence that mi n t best serve the 


military's agenda of maintaining at least an appearance of control. 
id jaded vet- 


The saga of Sedge Masters, interrogation specialist z 
eran of CIA covert ops, began in the lastassue, Masters was swift 


inducted into UFO program “Zodiac” after re ading a special brief- 
rhat operation left the entire 


ing on a bizarre UFO crash-retrieval, The 
67-тап recovery team with over an hour ot 
Masters has been tasked to help find what lies | 
tive memory lapse. WHAT YOU'RE ABOUT TO ВЕ; D] 
JNVERIFIED...butthat doesn’t тег | it’s not true. 


he captain intro- 
duced himself and 
then requested that 
Masters tollow him 
to one of the debrief- 
ing rooms. They 


entered a spare room with a metal- Em c Uu tm 
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lic table, neon lighting, and three 


5 


er and three microphones wired to 
a Sony recording unit off to the side 
of the room. 

seated in the first chair was a 
civilian wearing a polo shirt and a 
cardigan. He was slouched, leaning 
far over the table. His hair was 
longish, and he wore a beard. “Psy- 
chologist," Masters guessed, cor- 
rectly. 

Seated across from him was 
another man— tall, lean, with steel- 
gray hair and steely eyes to match. 
He gave the initial appearance of 
being relaxed, but upon closer 
inspection, Masters could see that 
the man was still ready for action. 
He knew the look, having seen it 
many times before. The shrink and 
the tall fellow stood up and were 
introduced to Masters by the cap- 
tain, who then withdrew. 

During the walk over to the "oum. LW Ee, a і C MR b. 
debriefing room, the captain had A TL а ан на 
explained that the civilian would WES CRUM ს შეზ. 
conduct the first part of the interro- 
gation, both to give Masters a feel for how 
debriefings were generally handled at Zodi- 
ac, and also to help orient Masters betore he 
picked up the thread of the debriefing. Mas- 
ters was not entirely at home with this 

ს A arrangement. He had long ago become the 
ls. master of his own show within the Agency, 
Bond was not used to bein g a spectator at à 
@ebriefing. But he inwardly acknowledged 
КЕ wisdom of the approach. 

«Могсоуег, he knew that he was still hav- 
Enguibüculty in coming to terms with the 
lettentrom the colonel. He would need 
წე წე 195908995 what was to be done, and 
50 was ртаіе ul that he would not have 
DbecimtliBlinterrogation. 
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The tall 1 man with the steady, steely 
Gaze besa hia rendition of the 
events ofthe p "Ios day, occasion- 
91 в пе (0 ია handwritten 
lotes on t hec lipt ard b efore him. 
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He was the colonel in charge of the security detail. 
Masters thought it rather odd that a lieutenant colonel 
would personally command such a small detachment 
of men. Аз if picking up his thought, the colonel 
explained that the Army had been tasked to establish 
a multilayered security cordon around the crash area 
and that the recovery team was inserted by truck and 
helicopter from Wright Patterson. His men provided 
security around the immediate crash site. "After that, 
the operation went as usual," he said, describing how 
cordons were set up in concentric rings around the 
craft. Radiation, gas and biochemical readings were 
taken by men in multihazard suits. There were some 
radiation readings, but nothing dangerous. The craft 
was mostly intact, even though it had plainly come in 
hard. All of the alien occupants were said to be 
aboard. "The physicians and biologists there рга- 


was relieved," the colonel admitted. 

The heavy equipment operators went to work to 
extract the craft without causing it further damage. 
Allin all, the colonel said, without any trace of irony 
that Masters could detect, this was a "routine" recov- 
ery. The colonel had recovered other craft before, - 
without difficulty most of the time. "And this particu- 
lar operation went smoothly because the site was 
blessedly distant from population centers and air 
routes," he noted. "There were no security intrusions 
whatsoever." 


shrink noticed it, too, and cast Masters a fleeting, 
sidelong glance. Up to this point, the colonel's rendi- 
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tion of events had been moment ру Moment. aliru 
burlesquely detailed in the minutiae of the спој р 
presented, las ks performed and decisions made in 
the relatively mundane mission of establishing a 
maintaining securily around an area that had I. 
been secured by a much larger Army cordon estal 
lished beyond the horizon of the crash site, Then, 
without skipping a beat, the colonel jumped alia: 
the point in time when the crane lifted the down: 
craft with a harness onto à lowboy to be trucked 

to the base, covered by framing disguise and а п 

lic tarp. In effect, the colonel had abruptly skippe 
hour and half of the process, after reporting alm: 
minute by minute what had occurred in the previ: 
three hours! 

His tone never varying, the colonel went back t: 
describing the minutiae af establishing security foi 
the convoy back to the base, use of helicopters, loca. 
police, Army MPs, etc. The frustrated psychologis: 
was about to interrupt the colonel to take him back 
over the gap when Masters tapped the shrink's right 
leg with his left hand, shooting him a glance which 
told the shrink to let the colonel go on to the end of 
his story unimpeded, The colonel went on, as if giv- 
ing an operational briefing, but in а tone appropriate 
for the intimate circumstances of the small audience 
in a small room. 

In another hour, his rendition complete, he finished 
off with the securing of the craft and the remains ina 
special receiving building on the base. He then saw 
ta his men getting fed and reporting to the debriefing 
area. The tapes whirred on quietly. The shrink looked 
over at Masters. 

“Colonel, may І see your notes?” Masters asked. 
The colonel flashed an inquiring glance at the shrink, 
who quickly nodded his approval. The colonel hand- 
ed the clipboard to Masters, who flipped through the 
pages. Ihe notes were written in small, black letters. 
The time was carefully noted in military, 24-hour 
notation down the lett ma rgin of the graph paper 
pad. A very methodical guy, thought Masters. Sever- 
al pages back, he found the gap. There was no space 
on the page to mark its place in the flow of events; 
the time margin notes simply skipped ahead an hour 
and a halt from the beginnings of the excavation to 
the securing of the harness to lift the thing onto the 
lowboy. Masters looked at the colonel, who gazed 
back at him with the superficial appearance of open- 
ness in his eyes. Masters knew that there was more. 

The colonel had not been wholly successful in 
keeping the contempt he felt Гог Agency spooks out 
of his voice during the introductions and in his eyes 
an two other occasions during the debrief. Masters 
made a mental note to leverage that attitude in his 
exploration of the gap. On the other hand, the captain 
had given Masters a quick run down on the colonel's 
resume on the brisk walk over. He was one tough 
custamer, one of those men that the command struc- 


Шанаванне ЦЫ 


m 
Darena 


mr 


n BE mm 
hg] 
| 
Ni 


= | 
=: ls · 
L I 
E 
ў "T 


i= - 
: " | 
Е 
xi 
ИТ Клик - 
_ i LI 
B | I] и 
d і Bi ў H 
шш я m 
- a 
[| 


| я 
| 
8 
Ш > 
| 3 а 
Е = ы 
m г | E 
2 ყუ § 
xd і. 
7 а = 
m [1 
m шш EE 


B 


physicians 
iolofists there 


ture called upon Lo Та ке care of the rough stuft, а тап 


much like Masters himself. This was not a guy to mess went on. “The recovery 


with lightly. | Е 
“Colonel, your notes appear to be very thorough. 


team docs were dis 


WES CALUM 


pronounced that all alien 
| occupants were dead," he 


"Thank vou. sir." the colonel responded flatly, with A TES 3m 
ВЕД СС ко бес a : ს pointed, but I was 


the barest hint of a smile.; "You seem to have recorded 


every event in fine detail here in your notes, Masters | relieved,” the colonel / 


continued, gesturing toward the colonel's clipboard on 
the table. "Yes sir," said the colonel, now without a 
smile. The colonel could sense it coming, even though 


admitted. 


he seemed to have no notion of what this СТА spook 
Was getting at. 

What the hell, thought Masters. Here goes ... And he 
spoke firmly. “Colonel, what happened back here, 
ten pages back, down at the bottom?” The colone! 
looked at the page, then looked up at Masters. 

I m sorry sir; І don't follow you.” 

ir, there is over an hour gap in your 
notes right there on that page and no 
such gap exists anywhere else in 
your notes. Why is that, 
colonel?" 

Ihe colonel seemed per- 
plexed by this informa- 

tion, and quickly 
looked at his notes. He 
was clearly taken 
aback hy the gap in 
the margin notes. It 
was equally clear 
that he was search- 
ing his recollection of 
events for some 
explanation. For the 
hrst time, his profes- 
sional demeanor slipped, 
and a look of confusion 
crossed his face. Masters 
could see that the colonel had 
no clue as to why there was a gap. 

Ihe colonel said nothing, just flipping 

the note pages back and forth, as if there 

was a page that had gotten stuck to the one above it. 
Then he just stopped, looked at the psychologist and 
then Masters. He stammered, “1-1 don’ know, sir. І 

have no idea why there are no notes for that period. 
Perhaps things were going so smoothly that I had 
nothing to note down." Masters decided to press: 

"But colonel, the entire operation went smoothly, vet | 
vou found every detail worthy of note before this 
point. What made this portion different?" 

At this, the colonel's face went blank. After à 
moment, his expression brightened. "We can check 
with my ХО, I'm sure that Chet can fill in this time 
period. He's a good man for detail. That's why I 
selected him for the team." 

"We already checked with your XO, colonel," the 
shrink broke in, his jaw tightening. "His notes and 

his rendition of events have the same рар. | 

The colonel was plainly nonplussed by this intelli 
gence. Masters pressed on. "Colonel, forget about 
your notes for a minute. Do you recall what hap- 
pened during that hour and a half or so?" The 
colonel stared at the government-issue, gray metal 
table surface, as if his notes of that period were writ- 
ten there. After 45 long seconds, he said quietly, as if 
his answer were a surprise to himself, "No." Masters 

' psycho opist for a moment, then 


| 


profes 
slipped, 
confusion cro 


why the: 


For 
the first time, 


and a look of 


sters could see that the 
colonel had no clue as to 
hour gap in his 
notes... 


pushed his chair back from the table. “Colonel, 
thank you." 

“Wait a minute! Is that IT?" the colonel barked. 

“Well. for the moment," said Masters. "Let's sle 
on it and we'll resume this in the morning. You » 
your men have had a long day. Maybe everyth 
be more clear after everyone is more rested.” M 

was able to dodge the colonel's impuls, 
argue, spinning about and leavin, 
room, dragging the diminul; 
shrink along with him. Н. 
pulled the shrink into the , 
unoccupied debriefin: 
and closed the doo 
"Doctor, I want t: 
written transcript: 
each of the intervie, 
with the recovery 
team, NMlasters mur- 
mured, his voice slow 
and even, “and | want 
them as soon as possi- 
ble, even if vou have to 
keep evervone up all 
night and even if vou 
have to have brigadiers 
tvping them. Can you do 
that?" Masters asked, making 
it clear that it was not a question. 
Ihe doc took a small step back 
"Uh, sure. I'll check with the captain. 
A lot of them are already being transcribed 
right now." 

Masters warmed to his place of authority. "Please 
arrange bo bring them to my quarters as they аге сот: 
pleted, along with the tapes." i 

Ihe smaller man hesitated. "Well, ГИ need to check 
with the captain . . ." 

“Look, Doc, check with anyone you want, but get 
me the damn transcripts. I'll take care of the captain." 

Аз 1t turned out, the captain was way ahead of 
them, and had already made all of these arrangements 
and more. It went just as the letter had said. Every one 
af the team members drew a blank when pressed 
about the missing time. After the fifteenth transcript, 
Masters turned off his light, rolled over and tried to go 
to sleep. But sleep would not come. 

The accumulated knowledge of the past few days 
jammed into his mind. First, he learned that his gov- 
ernment really believed that there were flying saucers 
and little green (gray?) men, and that they were 
covertly tunding this rather elaborate program to run 
around at night surreptitiously collecting these things 
whenever they slipped a cog and crashed. Then, as if 
that were not enough, a bunch of hard-bitten cold 
warriors go out го hold the eggheads hands and keep 
away the riff-raff while the eggheads recover this 
saucer thing, and no one can remember what the hell 
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happened. Worse still, they all forget the same hour 
and half! 

What the holy hell is happening here? He finally 
drifted off toa fitful sleep just before dawn, about 20 
minutes before the airman knocked on his door to 
wake him. 

Masters decided that it was all fine and good for the 
military boys to demonstrate how wonderfully disci- 
plined they were at dawn by being all starched and 
chipper, but he'd had it with all that long ago. Не 
politely but firmly informed the airman that there 
would be a change of plans and that he would be ris- 
ing at noon, thank you. The airman started to stammer 
out a protest, but something і in Masters’ tone told the 
airman that this was probably not a good idea. 

At the crack of one, 
Masters blearily 
arose, cleaned up 


Я ies and made his 
d | way to the cap- 
tain's office, = 
escorted by the გა გ 
ubiquitous 
over-armed | 
airman. would have already told us. We're wasting our time 
"You all here." But Masters could tell from the captain s reac- 
right?" the tion what the answer would Бе, The captain stiffened 
captain asked. and said with pointedly measured words, "MlSter 
Masters could Masters, "—whenever the military types did not 
not tell if he much care for someone, they would place uncom- 
was being cute mon emphasis on the first syllable of "mister — 
or if it was a "These are our people and their loyalty is beyond 
sincere inquiry. question. We do not use truth serum on people like 
Once he and the this. And we're not going to hypnotize them, either. I 
captain were don't know how they do things at the Agency, but 
alone, the captain that's how we do it here, sir." 
made it clear that Yeah, увай- ай honorable men, Masters thought to 
the inquiry was gen- himself. Out loud, he said, "For your information, 
uine. "Look, it's quite captain, that's the way we handle it at the Agency, аз 
а jolt to everyone the well," he replied. "But we need answers, and if we 
first time that they're don't get them, we are going to have to do something 
introduced to this stuff. other than shrug our shoulders and wonder what 
On top of it, you get pushed happened out there," 
into something that none of us The captain seemed ready to take the matter to 
has seen before. No one can another level, but then he shrugged it off. "Mr. Mas- 
blame you for feeling a little dis- ters, once you've been in this area of intelligence for 
oriented by all of this," the captain a while, you will probably become more accustomed 
commiserated. . ta running up blind alleys. But you're right; we have 
"Yeah," said Masters. to do something about the gap thing. But we also 
"90, what next?" have to treat our people with respect and dignity, not 
"We start again. And you get to start with the like counterintel agents from Russia." 
я colonel...” Very well, captain,” Masters said impatiently. 
L "Wait a minute, captain," Masters interrupted. "Let's go see if the colonel has had a sudden recollec- 
і Why don't we cut to the chase here and break out the | tion of things past, shall we?" The shrink and the 
sodium pentothal and the other drugs? What about colonel were already back in the grim little debrief- 
hypnosis? І mean, I've been at this for a while, and І | ing room. The colonel did not look quite the same 
can tell you that your colonel there 15 the kind af guy this morning. He was pouring himself a glass ot 
that if he thought he had something to tell us, he water, and as he did, Masters noted that his hands 
UFO 51 


were shaking. His eyes were averted. What is this? 
thought Masters. The shrink noted it, too, Masters 
could see. “Tape on, Doc?" Masters said to the psy- 
chologist. 

Yeah." 


"Okay, colonel. Did you get a good night's rest?" 


The colonel looked up at Masters with a bewildered, 
desperate look. The steely-eved eagle of man was 
nowhere in evidence. The colonel started slowly, his 
voice a hoarse, tremulous whisper, “S-s-something 
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happened this m-morning. І remember now. It's all 
right to tell you now. It wasn'ta right before." 

Momentarily taken aback, Masters queried, "What 
do you mean by that?" 


I don't know, really. І just know that I couldn't tell 
vot yesterday, but now, it's okay.” Не blinked and 
repeated, "It's just oka y, пом, that's all." 

“Well, colonel, who told Vou that "was Okay?" Mas- 
ters probed. 

“THEY did,” the colonel replied, оо Кір as if he did 
not quite believe it himself, 

“Who is ‘they,’ colonel?” 

“Тһе... the aliens on the ship," T the colonel, 
clearly sha ken by his own realization of what he was 

saying. 

Masters looked at the shrink. “” 
the crashed saucer?" 

“Мо. The ones on the big shi рана! showed 1 up ас wu 
were fitting the harness on the crashed one.’ 

Masters and the shrink shóteach other а look and 
both said at once, "WHAT big ship that showed up?” 

"Th-there was a ship."His voice trembled. “А hu ge 
mother, twenty times larger than the one we were dig- 
ging out, It just suddenly... showed up overhead, 
took ЧР a position righEabove us, so low that we fig- 
ured ... we thought that the Army boys at the outer 
perimeter wouldn't beable to see 1L 

"What did it do?" asked Masters, flipping a pen 
between his thumb and forehnger 

"Nothing," said the colonel “Ttjust hovered up 
there, threatening us and trying to scare us off (тот 

the wreck. They didn't want us there. He closed his 
eves, his face drawn. LV didn't want us to take the 
craft or Ehe bodies." 

"How did vou know that? Did they tell you that 
over à p.a. system or something?" 

A look of amusement, quickly gone. The colonel 
shivered. "No," he said. “Believe me, they did not 
need any p.a. system. It was real clear how they felt on 
the subject.” . 

The colonel and the shrink agait exchanged sur- 
posed glances. Masters ventured, “Are we talking 
telepathy, here, colonel?" He made о а to Шо 
ms skepticism in his voice, but the colon с 

Mice, too busy reliving the mar meni t with the Te 


The dead things on 


| 


er ship overhead. 

“Мо, nat exactly; the colonel said slowly. ' 
wasn't telepathy. It was more just like being ; 
feel their hostility. We could feel that they di, 
want us there. We all understood that. We sic | Я 
need to talk about it. But it wasn't verbal. It w 
like we received a thought-out sentence or an 
like that. We didn't need to. We—uh—ot the | 

"Empathy," whispered the psychologist, tr. 
Бу the colonel's words. 

Masters took a deep breath. "Okay, colo 
did you and your men do, once you felt this 


) ffomethe ship?"he asked. 


"I ordered the men to go Weapons hot anc 
fire оп my command or at the first sign of a: 
Tack НЕ looked down to the floor for a f. 
onds fhe order was superfluous, really, Al 
hac diready done that the minute the damn 
showed up." 

"Mas there any sign of hostility?" 

“Мб. It just hovered there, emanating hostility for 
themext hour and a half. We just held our ground, 
ready to shoot it out of the sky at the first move ii 
made. But it didn't do anything.” 

“За, what happened, eventually?" 
B. voice softening. 

The colonel squinted in frustration. “It just flew 
Straight up into the night, and that was it," he said. 
"Тие guys თოლი back to lifting the wreck onto the 
trailer and that was.that. І guess we were all a little 
too busy წი Bother with noting our procedures at that 
point. The slightest tinge of sarcasm and defensive- 
ness entered his voice again. 

hy didn't you tell us this before?" 
pressed again. 

“There was no way. I couldn't tell anyone. І couldn't 
even remember. But when I woke up this morning. | 
suddenly remembered it all, and knew [hat it was okay 
with them (to) tell you all about it now.” 

"s. ‘okay with them’ . ..” Masters peated slowly, 
under his breath. There was а knock on the door апа 
the captain ducked in. “Excuse me, gentlemen, 
colonel, Mr. Masters, Doc, could I see you outside for 
а minute, please?" 

“Му apologies, colonel." But the colonel Кестлед 
lost in thought, and merely glanced up and waved the 
captain off. Masters and the psychologist followed the 
captain out into the hallway. The captain seemed very 
excited. "I don't know what's happening in your 
room, but I would bet money that the colonel sudden- 
ly remembered a Mexican standotff with some bip 
ship that showed up and tried to scare our gu vs off. 
Am I right?” He looked expectantly from Masters to 
the psychologist. "Our first fifteen team members all 
said the same thing. Can you believe 1L7 The colonel 
said it, too, didn't he?" 

Now it was the shrink who was excited. “Yes, 
yeah— that's right! It's as if the—uh-— aliens "turned 


Masters asked, 


Masters 


on’ their memories of the incident. The little gray bas- 
tards have thought control and empathy projection. 
But can you believe this shit? These gray critters get 
scarier at every turn!” But Masters could see that the 
shrink was actually thrilled that they were making this 
discovery. At the same time he noticed that the captain 
wasn't nearly as thrilled. The truth, as it were, had но 
set him free. A thought occurred to him. “How do we 
know that this version is the truth, either, gentlemen?” 
The captain and the doctor spun around to look at 
Masters. “Whaddya mean?" the captain asked ina 
rush. "They remember what happened now.” 
"Yeah," Masters agreed slawly, “Maybe 
... Maybe not. These memories are 
now ‘allowed’ by the aliens, the 
same aliens that would not let 
them even talk about it 
before." He turned to the 
shrink. "Doc, you know 
anything about hypno- 
9157; 
The psychologist 
brightened. He saw 
what Masters was 
petting at, ^ You re 
talking about screen 


"Very 

well, capta: 
Masters said coldly. “I 
just hope we have t 
time to find out what we 
need to know about this 


Masters sighed. "Well, captain. One thing we're 
damn sure: Your fine colonel, your quintessen| ial man 
of action in there and his group of class-A battle studs 
did not just stand there cocked and loc ked for an hour 
and half without doing something or without some- 
thing happening. Your colonel is also one meticulous 
muthuh who doesn't take a breath without docu- 
menting it. But for an hour and a half, he and all of 
our team didn’t write one damn thing down on their 
clip boards. Doesn't that make you just a litthe curious 
to know what REALLY happened out there, captain? 

“Hell, yes, I'm curious,” the captain snapped, 
“but not at the price of degrading these 
good people, some of the best people 
that Г or anyone else has ever 
worked with.” He drew him- 
self up and stared into Mas- 
ters eves. "No, Mister 
Masters. We are not 
going to do what you 
suggest. Besides, their 
real memories will 
probably surface 
eventually—no mat- 
ter what we do or 
don't do." 


memory, aren't you? \ before these fray bastards “Уегу well, cap- 
Like, the aliens only M | tain,” Masters said 
allowed the team to have taken over the coldly. “I just hope we 
remember what they ep PR have the time to find out 
wanted them to remem- whole damn what we need to know 
ber, right?" place." about this before these grav 


"Yeah, something like that," 
Masters replied. He could see 
that this line of questioning was 
making the captain cross and uneasy. 
Masters looked squarely at the captain. "5o, Doc, 
how would one go about punching through that 
screen memory to get at the truth?" 

"Well, it isn't clear that it can be done at all," the 
captain snorted, "But if it can be done, it will be with 
either deep hypnosis or some sort of inhibition-reduc- 
ing drug, like sodium pentothal. Even then, it isn't cer- 
tain that we can break through or that we can even get 
to the truth if we do." 

“Hypnosis is very unreliable," the Doc injected. 
“Also, if these alien guys are this good, they might be 
able to implant several layers of sereen memories. It 
would be a crap shoot at best,” he added, then shrank 
into silence, suddenly aware of the captain's discom- 
fort with the whole discussion. 

The captain turned to Masters. "I remind you again, 
Mir. Masters," he said, "that we do not put our people 
under hypnosis or drugs unless they are under suspi- 

cion af counterespionage, which is not applicable here. 
Moreover, you heard him: Hypnosis is unreliable, and 


even if we used drugs, we couldn't be sure of the 
results." 


bastards have taken over the 
whole damn place. What good 


will your people's dignity do for 
them then, captain?" 


"That 15 about enough, Mr. Masters,” the 
captain spat, as if he were dressing down a new 
recruit. "In any case, the decision 15 not up to me. The 
base commander will have to take care of this one.” 


ж > з 


Masters looked out the window of the 727 as it low- 
ered into Washington. There would be no hypnosis, 
по truth drugs. The base commander was uncon- 
vinced of Master's argument. In any case, that is not 
"how we treat our people." And so on. Masters 
sneered to himself and then knocked back his Sentech- 
on-the-rocks. On balance, he Vastly preferred the Rus- 
sians and the Iranians to this shit. Maybe it was time 
to retire, after all, 


а ne Aper had other ideas, as he would soon 


А EA SE aY დირ for over 20 years, Greg Halifax lives in 
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rrogation specialist and veteran operative Sedgewick Masters has 
tasked with uncovering the secrets behind UFO reports. CLA bach 
sound notwithstanding, there are just some secrets that stubbornly 
resist the probes of even the world's best investigative minds, forcing 
the most sensible and objective man to completely re-evaluate his ver. 
sion of reality. After a sudden and perplexing briefing on the state of 
the UFO phenomenon as the best intelligence pros know it, Masters wa 
hustled off to Wright Patterson Air Force Base. There he sat in on the 
debriefings of some men from the Air Force's top-flight crash recovery 
team—all of whom had experienced over an hour of “missing time" dur 
ing a sensitive recovery operation. Still ng psychologically, Masters 


is about to engage in another round of the patently weird. 


edge Masters had | took place in a safehouse in the waited to be summoned again. it was 
been back in Wash- countryside outside Fairfax. His not just the issue of being undercut by 
ington, DC. for two boss, the colonel, took in Master's his supervisor in the Agency whom 
weeks. Most of the oral report impassively, asking no he had come to trust. There was also 
time he had spent questions. the very fact that there were UFOs at 
| drinking in his Masters and the colonel had all, that the government was recover- 
townhouse in Fair- worked together for some time in ing them, had been doing so for 
fax. A small part of the time he had a variety of contexts. They were | decades, and that there was а secre 
spent reporting on what had not chummy by any means. The | network within the government, 
occurred at Wright-Patterson: the colonel had never left any doubt in Jodia c, that seemed to be able to Ап 
entire UFO recovery team losing its Masters' mind as to who was in the chain of command with impunity, 
collective memory of the threaten- charge and that the colonel was all spend money earmarked for other — 
ing appearance of a second, much business. The colonel had made по | projects, and generally do whatever it 
larger UFO over the recovery site, effort to justify or explain why he damn well pleased, all in the name of 
and then the sudden, inexplicable had backed up the commanders at UFOs and their importance ta Naton- 
recollection of the events by all 67 Wright-Pat in overriding Masters al Security. One of Master's strengths 
members of the team. While he was | position that the recovery team had always been that while he was 
at the base, assigned specially by interrogation should have gone | flexible and open-minded, he thought 
the Agency to debrief the team s on, using whatever pharmaceuti- | hehada firm grasp оп the world n 
commander, he had argued in cal ar psychological means were which he lived. He had been alive for 


favor of using hypnosis and drugs available tà "et to the bottom of | 49 years, And two weeks ago, he dis- 


to try to penetrate beyond what he 
suspected were "screen memories" 
af the event. He had been overrid- 


Agency had gone along with that 
mination, The first debriefing 
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what had happened during the 
“missing time.” 

Masters was supposed to be in 
charge of the debriefing operation, 
but he had been outranked by an 
Air Force са ptain. А captam, for 
chrissakes! So, he drank... and 


covered in the span of a day that he 
had understood nothing about his 
world, and he was not real damn 
happy about this revelation. 
During Masters’ second meeting 
| with him, the colonel had questioned 
him about his personal reactions tà 


the UFO revelations, It 

was clear that i£ Masters had 
too negative a take on what he'd 
learned he would be terminated 
from UPO)-related assignments. Or, 
perhaps, just terminated. The colonel 
had broken with the usual protocols 
of introducing new recruits to Zodi- 
ac slowly, gradually, to allow them 
time to adjust to the radically differ- 
ent paradigm. There was not time to 
do that in Masters' case, the calonel 
sald. He was ordered to report to 
Fort Belvoir for three days of psy- 
chological testing, and then he was 
told to sit tight, relax, and wait for 
further orders. 

When he went out jogging along 
the creek near his home, he had the 
distinct impression that he was 
being followed, but even he, with 
his experience in field operations, 
could not be sure. Why were they 
following him, he thought. The — 
dumb bastards think that 1 m gomg 
to meet Woodward and Bernstein 
while running along the woods. Or 


maybe they just 
want to see if І crack. 
БЕШ, he couldn't be sure. 

His wife was out of town, as 
usual, on yet another sales junket on 
the West Coast. She had not ex- 
pected hum to be back so soon. Not 
that it would have made any ditter- 
ence. Although their marriage had 
started out happily enough, her life 
had become her work. His frequent, 
prolonged absences on foreign 
assignments were now mirrored by 
her sales travels, conventions, and 
temporary postings all over the 
world except here at home in Virgin- 
ja. She was supposed to be assigned 
to Г.С. but had not spent three 
weeks there in the last eight months. 

He was very much alone, which, 
up to now, had been fine with him 
He wished she were home. He need- 
ed someone to talk to. The colonel 
told him not to discuss the UFC 
matters with his wife. Evervone 
knew that was the rule. Evervone 
also knew that the rule was almost 


It was clear that if Masters 
had too negative a tz 
(fix What he’d learned he would 
be terminated from UFO- 
related assignments. Or, 
perhaps, just terminated. 


never observed. Except by Masters 
Не had never shared with his wife 
what he did. Up until now, he hac 
never wanted to. For some time, he 
had been missing their lost intima- 
су, their joyous partnership and the 
sweet conspiracy of their youth. 
But now, he realized for the first 
tme just how much they had lost 
as the chasm bebween them 
widened. It was for times like these 
that they were married, every bit as 
much as for their sense of shared 
beauty. cleverness and wit when 
they were young. Ме thought 

about her increased drinking when 
she was home and wondered if she 
shared his yearning for commu- 
nion. If so, he wondered what had 
driven her to reach the same con- 
clusions. After all, no one had told 
her that UFOs were real and that 
most of what she thought she knew 
was false. Or perhaps she had been 
told something very much like that 
by his shows of indifference. She 
thought of her marriage to bim as a 
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He felt that he was like one of those га 

in the psych lab back in college. He felt 

that he was being played with. He had 
ў: in his mind 
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sort of fulfillment of her life's expec- 
tations, and it did not exactly turn 
out that way, did 1t? 


He poured himself another drink. | 


There were old friends he could 
call. But he knew that the lines were 
tapped. More to the point, he had · 
not been good about keeping up his 
relationships outside the Agency 
His work was his life, and, for the 
first time, he regretted how isolated 
and dependent upon the Agency he 
had become. He therefore resented 
what he was thinking and feeling. 
This was the first time in his career 
that his supervisor had undercut 
him. This was the first time that he 
felt so . . . out of the loop. Intelli- 
gence was always compartmental- 
ized, always shared only on a need- 
to-know basis. But this time, he felt 
that he was like one of those rats in 
the psych lab back in college. He 
felt that he was being played with. 
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Не had turned over in his mind 
night after night that this was some 
kind of weird test, а set-up. I here 
were no UFOs, There were no little 
green men, gray men, whatever. It 
was all just some sort of perverted 
test. They were checking his stabili- 
ty or his confidence in his own per- 
ception or something like that. 

He poured another drink. Well, 
he had had it with this bullshit! He 
would call the colonel and tell him 
that he had put in his 25 years and 
he was taking early retirement. He 
looked over at the phone next to 
his chair as if it were a venomous 
snake. Gingerly, tentatively, he 
extended his hand toward the 
phone. Screw it! He reached for 
the phone . . . just as it rang. 

"бедре?" the colonel s voice 
came over the phone, more like a 
barked command than a question. 

"Yes. sir. I'm here,” Masters 


ter night that t] 
some kind of we: 


said, noting with irritation the grog- 
гу, slurred sound of his own voice. 

"Sedge, put that bottle away and 
тек yourself cleaned up. We're send- 
ing a car around for you in 30 min- 
utes to take you to the fort. ГИ meet 
vou there. Your wife still out of 
town? 

As if he didn't know, thought 
Masters. “Yes sir, she's still in San 


Francisco at that dealers’ convention. 


Won't be back “НІ Friday.” 

“Good. See you then.” The receiver 
clicked twice as the colonel hung up. 
Masters dangled the receiver from its 
cord for five seconds without mor 
Ing. New assignment? Termination | 
from Zodiac? Or qus! plain old termi- 
nation? Or with extreme prejudice: 
Oh, fer chrissake, just get your ass Im 
the shower and get on with it, he 
thought. If they wa nted to do it, 
they'd just come in here and do it. Ма 
need to summon you back to Fort 
Belvoir, With that, he slammed down 
the receiver and heaved himself awk- 
wardly out of the chair, weaving 
down the hall for the cold shower 
that he hoped would give him some 


semblance of alertness by the ime he 


reached the fort. | 
After the usual security POL hire 


>”, 


CANC UD 


with the changed badges and 
whatnot, Masters was admitted 
to a small conference room with. 
a table and two chairs. The 
colonel was sitting at one of 
them with two briefing folders 
in front of him. 

"SE down, sedge.” 

Masters book the chair across 
from the colonel. The shower 


and the fresh air on the drive over had 


helped, along with the quart of ice 
water he had gulped down right after 
the shower. Still, he was in no mood 
for any more mind games. Не... 

“ГІ get right to the point," the 


colonel began. "You made quite a case 


for use of aggressive debrieting tech- 
niques where these (IFO devices аге 

involved. I was impressed, but there 
was more at stake m rhe situation m 

Ohio than just getting to the facts. 


That retrieval team 15 valuable to us. 


They've proven their worth many | 
times over. We cannot easily replace 
them and, what's more, we don't 
want to. I know you didn t agree 
with me or the flyboys out à! 
Wright-Pat, but you just have to 
evck it up on that one, Sed ge. ] | 
know that you didn't like the way и 
was handled, so I’m going to give 
vou a chance to test vour theory, at 


least the hypnosis part," the colonel 


said, gesturing toward the folders 
111 front of him. He pushed one of 

therm toward Sedge. 

| “Read this while I get us some 

" the colonel instructed. Не 


coffee, І ] | 
eot up and lett the room, and as as 
he left, an MP with an autoómatic 
WWI ERO entered the room а Iu 
stood guard at Masters back. 
What do they think 1 гл soe to 
do, he thought, eat the tile? 


The report in the folder was 
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brief, foll owed b V surveillance 
reports and standard, no-contact 
security background checks. The 
subjects were two young graduate 
students in the Los Angeles area, 
Mike Castillon and Bob Earnest. 
Earnest had contacted a UFO orga- 
nization in Colorado and reported a 
series of odd events. Most af the 
information came from taps on the 
organization's phones, supplement- 
ed by undercover agents within the 
organization. So we actually spend 
assets on these UFO whackos, Mas- 
ters thought. 
In the first of these episodes, 
Earnest and Castillon had encoun- 
tered a large USO (underwater sub- 
merged object) off the coast of Palos 
Verdes, near Catalina Island. Before 
their eyes, the 050 had then 
become a UFO, flying right over 
their heads while they were driving 
around the peninsula in an open 
sports car on Palos Verdes Drive 
North. This was around midnight. 
| hey were going to visit some 
young woman they knew who 
lived on the other side of the penin- 
sula. They first noticed the USO as 
a large, brightly glowing mass 
under the surface of the ocean 
which was moving at high penu 
directly toward the part of the 
peninsula on which they were dri- 
ving. They lost sight of it as it 
approached the cliffs below them, 
but were startled as it broke the 
horizon and flew soundlessly over 
them toward the higher slopes to 
their right. Thev followed the path 
of the UFO up a valley, away from 
the water, and when they could 
drive no further up the increasingly 
rugged terrain, they climbed up the 
slope on foot. Suddenly, they 
encountered a police officer whose 
uniform they described as 
“strange.” The officer told them 
that they were trespassing on pri- 
vate property and that they would 
have to leave at once. The two stu- 
dents somewhat indignantly 
explained what they were doing 
and also opined that whoever 
ywned the steep, overgrown slope: 
going up to the cliffs would proba- 
bly not mind their presen: 


"officer" was unmoved and 
ordered them again to leave. 
One odd fact came out in the 


telephone interview: the "officer's" 


patrol car was seen by the students 
to be parked behind the "officer" 
on the steep slope, even though 


there were no roads and they them- 


selves had to abandon their car to 
climb up the steeply-inclined and 
overgrown mountainside. They 
described the car as "odd" but 
offered no specifics in the taped 
phone calls. They followed the 
"officer's"orders and left the area 

The second incident took place 
two weeks later at almost the 
same location when the young 
men were driving the same sports 
car on the same road to see the 
same young woman. This time, à 
shiny, much smaller UFO was 
seen pacing their car s progress up 
the road, about 20 feet away from 
them and directly off to their side. 
When they pulled over to get a 
better look, it flew away into the 
night sky. They heard no sound 
trom the object. 

The third sighting involved only 
Castillon, who had a UFO hover- 
ing over his sports car as he drove 
through Wilmington on Pacific 
Coast Highway оп a Saturday 
morning. The thing hung over him 
tor about 20 minutes and then just 
flew away. Again, the object emit- 
ted no noise that Castillon could 
detect. The traffic was so light dur- 
ing all of these incidents that there 
were no other witnesses known to 
Earnest and Castillon. 

The fourth incident was the 
focus of the report. Earnest and 
Castillon had met some fellow at a 
friend's party who shared with 
Earnest an interest in very avant 
garde music. Strangely, neither 
Castillon nor Earnest could recall 
the fellow s name. Earnest was 
more friendly toward this fellow 
than Castillon: the latter consid- 
ered the fellow “a little strange" 
and did not care for his taste in 
music. А few days after the party, 
Earnest called the fellow, who 
invited them to visit him at his 
house on Dapplegray Lane in 


Rolling Hills Estates, a а small, exclu 
sive community on the Palos Verdi 
Peninsula. They took him up on his 
invitation one night later that weet 
The strange fellows home was 

heated too much for their liking and 
after Castillon grew tired of humor. 
ing Earnest's interest in this guy's 
strange recordings, he finally pei 
suaded Earnest that they needed t 
be going. Masters noted that wher 
Earnest was pressed by the telep! 
interviewer La provide details of 
happened in the home, he was I 
vague. Other than the excessive 
warmth and the music, all that h 
could remember of the evening v 
that he and Castillon had taken | 
their jackets and outer shirts Бес. 

of the heat, leaving them with on. 
their T-shirts and jeans on. It wa: 
almost exactly midnight when th 
left. As they went down the porch 
steps to the short walkway to the 
street, they both saw a bright, glow 
ing red ball a little larger than a ba- 
ketball resting on the front lawn. 
Oddly, there was no mention of their 
host noticing the ball or even staying 
with them as they walked toward 11 
to check it out. They stood there look- 
ing at the ball for what seemed like a 
moment and then got into Earnest' s 
саг, а VW, 

[t was then that Earnest noticed 
that the clock in the VW showed the 
tme as 3 a.m. He mentioned this 
with surprise to Castillon. Their 
watches confirmed the time. 5ome- 
how, they had lost three hours look- 
ing at the red ball. 

There was a fifth episode which 


occurred in New Orleans during 


Mardi Gras a few months after the 
"red ball" incident. According to 
Earnest, they were sta Ving. ina hotel 
when there was a loud bang and 
flash outside, followed by a large 
gray coming right through their 
locked door, startlingly tast. It 
loomed over them for a tew seconds 
while they were paralyzed, and then 
withdrew through the same door just 
as swiftly. 

The transcripts ot the telephone 
interviews were always with Earnest, 
not Castillon. Earnest told the inter- 
viewer that Castillon was not particu- 


larly interested in these odd 
events, even though he 
acknowledged their strange- 
ness, Earnest, on the other 
hand. had apparently become 
а UFO enthusiast as а conse 
quence of Ihese encounters. 
He found out about the Li FL! 
organization and wanted 
Castillon and himself to be 
hvpnotized to try to find out 
what happened during the 
missing three hours. 

As it turned out, the hyp- 
notherapist, one Dr. Beth 
Culp, who donated her services tà 
the organization, was an Agency 
asset. She had done work tor the 
Agency for the past [> Years and hac 
heen working on L FO-related inc ; 
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iam taken some salesmanship on 

Inest 5 part just to get him to go 
along with hypnosis. 

The colonel reentered the room as 
the MP left. He set down the coffee: 
on the table. “1 left yours black," he 
said. “Well,” said the colonel, “here 
is your chance to see if hypnosis can 
bring back those memories you say 

being masked by these aliens." 
"How do we know that the red 
ball is from aliens?" Masters asked, 
sipping his coffee. 

The colonel smiled. "Well they 
aren't OURS, Sedge, if that's what 
you're getting at." 

"How do you know, sir? How do 
you know that there isn't a com- 
partment apart from yours where 
someone knows that we designed 
these things to control people or 
for some other agenda? 

The colonel seemed amused by 
this, despite his usual stern man- 
ner. “Trust me on this, Sedge. They 
are not ours. Indeed, they are not 
anyone else's. They are something 
of a mystery, really. That's why 
you're going out to Los Angeles: to 
try to find out what the damn 
things are." 

"Colonel, you spoke of the ball 


as if there were more than one. The 


report only spoke about опе, as І 


"Very good, Sedge. After you 
cover this hypno-debrief, І want 
you to swing by Wright-Pat again 
and tell your friend the captain 
what you learned. He тау have 
more information for you on this. 
Then come back to D.C. and we'll 
talk. Have a good trip, Sedge, and, 
uh, keep it professional while 
you're on this mission, all right? 
Masters was sorely tempted to 
tell the colonel to take his assign- 
ment and shove it, along with his 
advice on drinking. but he just 
barely managed to hold his tongue 
He maintained а sullen silence on 
the drive back to Fairfax, despite 
the best efforts of the outgoing sea- 
man driver. Christ, graduate stu- 
e red balls, UFO nuts and 


United States in violation of the 
National Security Act of 1947. If 
this were a test, he had no idea 
where it was going. 

By the time his plane leveled off 
from its climb out from Dulles, 
Masters had already ordered two 
Scotches from the middle-aged 
flight attendant. Here's to you, 
colonel, and vour goddamned 
UFOs, red balls, and Dr. Culp the 
therapist, he thought as he 
knocked back the first shot of J&B. 
By the time his plane descended 
into the brown sludge that L.A. 
called a "sky," he was pleasantly 
buzzed and erroneously thought 
he was ready for his rendezvous 
with Dr. Culp. 

They were to meet two hours 
before Earnest and Castillon were 
expected to arrive, at à hotel in 
Redondo overlooking the beach 
and King Harbor. Culp had à suite 
at the hotel, Masters knocked on 
the suite door and heard someone 
unlocking the multiple locks after 
checking the spyhole 

Не was not quite ready for Dr. 
Culp, as it turned out. She was 
almest as tall as Masters himself 
(5117, Masters guessed), with long 
blonde hair, beautiful, large, clear 
blue eyes. Her dossier said that 
she was 48 years old, but she 
looked at least 15 years younger. 
She was very pretty, slim and had 
a dazzling smile. Masters was а 
coal customer in à crisis, but he 
could feel his voice sounding a lit- 
tle off-key as he introduced him- 
self to the striking therapist. She 
was very much in possession of 
the moment and seemed to take 
delight in the effect she had on 
him, even though she had become 
used to this sort of thing over the 
years. Masters was irritated with 
himself for being so taken aback 
by her. 

She asked him и he would like a 
drink, and he thought, now, that's 
more like it. Culp poured Masters a 
Coke over ice. She poured herself a 
Perner with lime. 5o, that's how it 
is, he thought. Little Miss Prim. 

“І understand that the colonel 
has already gone over the protocol 


for these interviews, Mr. Masters’ 

"ves. You will put each of them 
under individually and ask them ა 
battery of questions aimed at figu 
ing out what happened during thi 
three hours that they thought that 
they were looking at the ball 105) 
were instructed not to talk with о, 
other about the incident, but, givi 
the passage ot time, vou know th 
they did, right?" 

"Right. But we do the best that 
can to filter out the corrupted re 
lections. AS you know, hy pros 
not perfect, but it beats sitting 
around scratching our heads, v 
dering what happened.” 

“| agree with you on that,” + 
Masters. He also noted that the 
were the same words that Не ha 
used in arguing with the capta; 
Wright-Patte son about using h 
nosis to debrief the recovery tes 
She must have been given am 
thorough briefing than І was to 
Masters thought. 

“Have you done this before’ 
Culp asked. 

"Yes, but under much ат етет. 
circumstances." Masters did noi 
elaborate, even though it was cles 
from Culp's expectant gaze that sh. 
expected him to do so. 

When it became clear that he had 
nothing more to say, she cnsply in- 
structed, "In this instance, І will do 
all of the talking. If vou have anv 
questions, you will wnrte them down 
and pass them to me. Please do not 
make any sudden movements or 
noises While the session ts іп pro- 

ess. Do you have any questions?” 

“Only one: do they have апу real 
drinks in that refrigerator?” 

"If by ‘real’ vou mean alcoholic, 
yes they do. But the colonel was 
quite specific that vou are not to 
have any during this assignment." 

“І see. And if І were to disregard 
that instruction?" 

"Then І would be forced to stop 
vou and put vour lack of coopera- 
tion in my report." She looked at 

him levelly, as if to sav “even though 
| look like a willowy woman, І can 
ай al with you physi cally, 1f the need 
* He believed that she would real- 


ы (гү, too. 


“Okay, Dr. Culp,” he 
smiled. "It looks as if | 
am your prisoner for the 
time being. 

"OO, she said, 
"Let's rearrange the fur 
niture to make it more 
comfortable and gel 
readv for our guests 

"One other thing, Loc- 
tor.” said Masters, "Wh: 
did vou rule out sodium 
pentathol or some other 
psychoactive drug? 

"I didn't rule it out; our 
subjects did. Mike C astil- 
lon was not at all 
enthused about doing 
this. [he only wav he 
would agree was if only 
hypnosis were used. 
Besides, we often tind 
that hypnosis тек better 
results with hidden mem- 
ones than drugs. As you 
know from your back- 
ground, drugs are more 
useful when there 15 a 

subjective inhibition mak- 
ing the subject less than 
forthcoming.” 

“How do you know 
that isn t indicated 
here?" he asked. pis Kine 
up the coffee table 

"Because it isn't that 
these subjects don't want 
to talk about it. Піо jusi 
don t remember,” she 

said, lifting her end ot 
the table 

"How can vou be sure 
of that?" he asked, think: 
ing of the recovery team's 
statements that thev were 

later "allowed" to tell a differ 
ent version of events. She 
caught his eve and asked, “Just 
what are you thinking of in ask 
ing that?" Oops, Masters 
thought 
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"Oh, nothing." Damn, he 
thought. She isn't cleared for 


that. "Mister Masters, Ш We are going to be holdine Басі T this 
Culp set down the table and drew w'Ork together ettectively on this view? If ar to d ire 

herself up to her full 61" (in low assignment, vou are Pong to havi duties during i nini 

heels), setting her clear, light blue to be frank with me. Now wha 40 need to have T i ! 

eyes right into line with Masters vou think that these subjects miehi iu have that vou са TIC 


me. Do І make myself clear?” 


„ 9h, fabulously, Masters thought, 
| can't go into the details, Ms. 
Culp, but it is possible that these 
phenomena involve making the, er, 
subjects obey a command not to 
talk about what they underwent 
during the missing time sequence, 
as Брава! to not remembering 
what happened. That's why Lasked 
about the drugs. But if it’s to be 
hypnosis, then so be it. [was just 
curious as to what your thoughts 
were on the subject, that's all." 
Culp seemed to relax a bit. "Well, 
it's true that in some of the purport- 
ed abductions with which we've 
dealt the subjects sometimes say 
that they've been instructed not to 
talk about all or part of their experi- 
ence. In fact, they become quite agi- 
tated if pressed on the subject, even 
while under deep hypnosis,” 
"So, how successful hav e you 


been when you try to break through 


this "instruction?" he asked, 
It's hard to say. Sometimes, 
they don't budge. Other times, 
they tell us a more detailed ston 
behind the so-called screen memo- 
ry. But still, I get the feeling that 
we're just getting the next sereen 
memory and not what really hap- 
pened. You тау be right about the 
drugs, but we can't make citizens 
accept them against their will” 
"Oh, yeah, of course," said N 
ters, while thinking, the heli we 
can t. | 
There was а knock at the door. 
Two good-looking young men 
stood at the door, smiling and 
filled with the quiet cockiness of 
men 1n their prime. Both of the 
young men were a little surprise 
by the statuesque Dr. Culp. But 
thev quickly recovered, their spirits 
much improved by her obvious 
charms, notwithstanding Masters 
brooding ць and less-tha II- 
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not give the appearance of being 
counter-cultural or science geeks. 

The stories told by the two men 
were virtually identical on every 
point, particularly the most impor- 
tant point that they lost three 
hours of time that night on Dap- 
plegray Lane. The stories did not 
change under hypnosis, except 
that they now said that they 
remembered spending the three 
hours just standing on the walk- 
way staring at the glowing red ball 
until it floated up into the night 
sky. No amount of probing Бу the 
resourceful Dr. Culp ever penetrat- 
ed behind this story. No alien 
ships, no medical exams, no short 
or tall grays, nothing. Just stand- 

there for three hours and then 
i Neither man showed any 
discomfort when pressed; they jusi 
had nothing more to say. Masters 
wanted to IIIIM" t hoth of themi with 
drugs, but knew that Culp would 
not go for it. 

One thing that both Or Culp and 
Masters паша І was that wal 
Earnest was understandably intet 
ested m what! hia happened 
Castillon seemed almost weirdly 
detached from and disinterested ui 
the red ball experience and tbe 
other incident- that he described 
He said that he had other concerns, 
with graduate school, his pending 
marriage to his fiance, and finan 

ressures. Не ilsa «ud that he 
id not have time for ЕСМ, 
tarded წილს inter- 


[ emusermwent. Ever so, 

both Culp ze Masters thought 
that Castillon's outlook was a little 
tow detached, as if he had been con- 
ditioned to disregard the е 
ence and not look into it further 

Alter saying goodbye to Ње pon 
young men, Masters suggested that 
Dr Culp and he debrief over dinner 
at the Charthouse overlooking the 
water. Culp declined, stating that 
а should do their work without 


Ме, as she shad a plane 
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sincere. [hey had nothing to gain bs 
making up the story Indeed, C astil- 
lon was uncomfortable with the tinm 
that he gave to this exercise, being 
anxious to get back to his normal 
pu suts 
“There 
before we leave this mudhole ol a 
town.” Masters said. “We should 
drive by the house on Dappleeras 
and see what there is to ste 
said Culp, as she was 


< One тоге thing todo 


"No need," 
repacking her brictcase 

“Why not? Don't vou think that 
there's something to be gained tron 
going back to the scene?” 

"Cure, but not from me doin: «o 
Sul raised II Гаа Verdes In Iac L, | 
went to Dapplegrav Elementary 
School, I've seen Dapplegras 


| hene s motini 


| ari 
dozens of tines 
about the street to suggest anvthang 
out of the ordinar except 
and she hesitated 

"Except what, Dr. € ulp^ Masters 
asked 

"(Oh 115 nothing 
waved her hand dismissivelv and 
went back to her packing 

"Humor me, Beth.” Masters кли, 
moving amund the table to tace het 

“Well, there was a report which 
came into fhe LU FO center in Denver 
severa vearsago which we just fio 
Shed investiraung, but it was so otf 
the wall that | ат sure it has noth- 
ing Lo do with our boys and their 
red ball. 
"Enough with the coyness, doc- 


tor... give! What supposedly hap- 
pened 

"Oh, if was kind of like one of 
those terrible, low-budget scien: 
fiction movies from the Fiftic. Ir 
tact, that's what we thon: ht 
| red thus little story however, 
there are certain ასთი ანნი to these 
interviews. 

Thatsettiestt, thought “asters, 
grabbing her hànd. “С ome on. You 
can tell me the story on the way. 

Once they were in the саг, Culp 
resumed her story. "It happened 
seven years ago, in August of 1971 
There were these two «oung guys 
around the same age 1- Castillon 
Their names were john 


“цел. They 


rally She 


ind Farnesi 


Hodges and Peter Rodn 


visiting a mutual friend on Dap- 
Jegray Lane. At 2 a.m., they left their 
соті" house and got into Hodges’ 
car. Then they saw two large brains in 
the middle of the road ahead of them, 
each about as high as а man's waist 
when standing, and each apparently 
alive. Hodges drove around the 

and took Rodriguez back to 

his apartment below Palos Verdes." 

Masters interrupted her, "Wait a 
minute. Hodges sees two giant, liv- 
ing brains in the middle of the road 
in front of him, and he just drives 
around them? Just like that? 

Culp laughed. "I told you that it 
didn't make any sense. He said that 
they were afraid of them and felt that 
getting away was the most important 
thing to do at the time. 

Masters remained incredulous. 
“зо, did they call the cops about 

Culp laughed louder, still. "Well, 
no. Of course not. If they did that, 
then their story would begin to 
make sense." Masters shot her a look 
of intense skepticism. She seemed 
amused at his frustration in dealing 
with what he clearly regarded as 
nonsense. 

“Okay,” she said. “The story 
wouldn't make sense in any event, 
but the point is that it was weird that 
they didn't call the cops, honk their 
horns, go bang on their friend's door 
or à neighbor's door. Instead, they 
Just try to get home without any 
effort to report it to anyone. And it 
somehow takes Hodges two hours 
to get home, even though he lives 


nearby. 
ntly regressed under 


“He was rece 
hypnosis by one of my colleagues 
and he remembered a much different 
story to explain the two hour gap. He 
said that he encountered the brains 
again outside of his apartment, 
whereupon he was projected out of 
his car and into an equipment-filled 
oom, where he was confronted by 
humanoids who warmed him of the 
dangers of nuclear war. 

“Hodges was abducted a second 
time under similar circumstances and 
was given a brain implant that he 
was told by the humanoids would 
increase his ‘psychic awareness. 


They also told him that humankind 
is the product of millions of vears of 
scientific experimentation." - 

By now, Masters was ch uckling 
to himself. C шір herself smiled — 
with a hint of embarrassment 


"What?" she said, pretending 
not to know why he would be 
laughing about the kidnapping 
brains of Dapplegrav Lane 

"Beth, it sounds like bad drugs 
to me, not bad brains," he said 
between bursts of laughter She 
started laughing. too. "Well, І tried 
to avoid telling vou about it; ] 
know it sounds like that stu pid old 
movie, “Donovan's Brain, or some- 
thing." 

"I think that we ought to add а 
blood test to these interviews," 
Masters said, not laughing as hard, 
now. "These things have to be hal- 

Culp stopped laughing at that. 
“Sedgewick, this is no hallucina- 
tion. I'm not standing tall for the 
brain story. But it is clear to me that 
these two young men that we met 
today really believe that they saw 
what they Say that thev saw. And 
they only had one beer apiece 
when they visited that fellow.” 

“Did we check the address where 
they saw the ball?” he asked. 

“Yes. The problem 15 that it was 
being leased to the guy with the 
weird music. He moved out. Trac- 
ing him went nowhere. The intrigu- 
ing question is whether he is the 


зате guv who was Visited by 
Hodges and R 


odriguez six years 


earlier. Unfortunately, we lost con- 


tact with Hodges and Rodriguez 
before we knew ајк "tC asHll. 


and Earnesi SO We've been un ible 


att 


to check. We're working on it.” 

They were proceeding west on 
Palos Verdes Drive, the street that 
encircled the entire Palos Verdes 
Peninsula. After they passed the 
reservoir above San Pedro, the 
quality of the drive changed, with 
the road narrowing and the trees 
becoming much more dense 
Young girls were riding horses 
along the side of the road, with 
their dogs bounding along ahead 
It was a beautiful place, an island 
ot rural tranquility above the 
brown urban sea of L.A., pur 
chased and maintained with 
money, lots of money. It was not 
Virginia, but it reminded Masters 
of his home state, the horses and 
the rural peace 

Soon they came upon the sign 
for Dapplegrav Lane. They turned 
right and followed the short road 
up and down a couple of hilly rises 
and dips. It ended in a cul-de-sac, 
with no curbs at the side of the 
road. Most of the lane was shaded 
with the 40-year-old trees which 
lined it on both sides. There were 
ranch homes spaced out at some 
distance from one another on both 
sides. Masters could see the stables 
and tennis courts in the back yards. 
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It was quiet, comfortable and seemed 
utterly unlikely to be the venue for 
alien probes and giant, disembodied 
brains. Which house was it, he won- 
dered, that was the temporary abode 
of this alleged alien agent? No house 
looked more likely than another. They 
all seemed quintessentially domestic 
and serene. They would run all of the 
records, but he already knew that 
they would find nothing. 

“Which house was it?" Masters 
asked. 

“That one over there, on the north- 
west side of the street," she replied. 
He could see that it was yet another 
of the ranch-style homes, perhaps à 
little more in need of maintenance 
than its neighbors, but otherwise 
serenely normal by all appearances. 

. He brought their car to a halt and 
jumped out to look around. There 
appeared to be no one home. The 
windows were shuttered from the 
inside. He pulled himself up on the 
backyard fence. Nothing unusual 
there. What in the hell had happened 
here? He walked back to front vard 
and looked at the faded lawn next to 
the front walkway, the place where 
the ball had been seen. There was no 
sign on the grass of anything out of 
the ordinary, except for small patches 
where lab samples had been taken. 

Culp told him that lab tests of the soil 
and grass revealed nothing unusual. 

"see?" said Culp, breaking 

through his reverie, "There is noth- 
ing here, and now you've made me 
miss ту plane to Vancouver." 

"Sorry, but I thought we had to see 
it ourselves, and І figured that І better 
take a former native with me, in case І 
needed an interpreter for the brains." 

She laughed. “I've been gone for 
years, and most of the people who І 

knew here were a little short of brains, 
frankly. In any case, we've seen it. 
Now, can we go to the airport?” 


Just an hour after landing at 
Wright-Patterson Air Force Base in 
Dayton, Ohio, Masters gave his report 


The captain then said, "Don't be 
too disappointed that you couldn't 
came up with much out there, Mr. 
Masters. We've had quite a few of 
these reports, and, so far, they've 
led us nowhere." | 

Masters was a little surprised by 
this, although by DOW, his са pacity 
for surprise had been somewhat 
diminished. “You've had more of 
these?” 

The captain rose from his desk. 
“Let me show you something; 
please come with me.” He directed 
Masters down the hall from his of- 
fice until they came to an un- 
marked door that looked like a 
broom closet. He unlocked it. 
turned on the lights and escorted 
Masters into a very large file room 
which contained rows of file cabi- 
nets. 

“There are over 2,000,000 files in 
this room documenting an equal 
number of separate reports involv- 
ing facts similar to your red ball 
story. sometimes the balls are 
white, green, yellow, Ние or 
orange. Bul the basic outline of the 
story you were told is repeated 
millions of times 1n these files, 
which weive been comptling since 
1945. The wiseguvs around here 
refer to this. place as ‘the Ballroom,’ 
a little play on words." The captain 
chuckled wanly 

"2 000,000 since 1945? Have all of 
these been investigated?” Masters 
asked, impressed by what he was 
told. 

“No way that we could devote 
the resources to such an effort. In 
fact, your interview of Castillon 
and Earnest was more effort than 
we usually ро to with mere Ба! 
incidents. We dug deeper in their 
case because of all of the other 
sightings that they experienced in 
addition to the red ball business. 
There are just too many of these 
ball stories to follow up on. We 
don't even put these on the com- 
puter. We just convert the reports 
to our format and put 'em in here 
on the off chance that they turn out 
to be more significant than we 
think they are." 

Masters could feel his frustration 


with the captain's way of doing 
things rising once again (only this 
time he'd only been on the base for 
an hour; last time it took two whale 
days). "And just how significant do 
you folks think that they are?" he 
asked, trying to give no hint of his 
feelings. 

“Near as we can figure from the 
stories in these files the balls are 
some sort of scanning device. It 
could be that when Castillon and 
Earnest said that they just stood 
there for three hours they did just 
that, while this red ball scanned 
them for data." 

"Yeah," said Masters, without 
conviction, "It could be." 

"Besides," the captain added, * 
we had bigger concerns to оссира 
our resources." 

“Such as?” Masters asked 

"Im glad you asked that. Come 
with me. The colonel instructed us 
to show you some things that we 
recovered several vears ago, one of 
which has recently presented us 
with a somewhat unique problem.” 

"Lead the wav," said Masters, 
still thinking about over 2 000.000 
ball incidents, and wondering, 
what next? 

They were met by an AP who 
drove them іп а Jeep out to one of 
the hangars somewhat removed 
trom the flightline. The hangar was 
guarded but un marked. The Cap 
tain saluted the guard and they 
entered the hangar, going through 
the usual security routine and 
changing their security badges 
before going further into the 
hangar. 

When they went through the sec- 
ond set of doors, Masters saw a lot 
of men and women in unbuttoned 
white coats standing around some 
sort of drone aircraft which was 
connected by cables and wires to 
racks of test equipment and com- 
puters attended by prototypical 
“nerds” whose unkempt hair 

appeared in stark con trast to their 
спор white coats, No one seemed to 
notice when they first walked in. 
Everyone seemed intent upon а test 
that was being run 
As they drew closer to the group, 


Viasters realized that what he 
thought Was а drone was actually 
built as a piloted craft. It had a cock 
pit with a seamless clear canopy. But 
there AIS something wrong 
something not quite right. The cap- 
tain looked а little smug as he led 
Masters ар to the craft. At first. Mas- 
ters told himself that he would not 
bite. He would wait to be told, Bul 
he couldn't stand it any longer 
There was something so odd aboul 
this little flying wing model . 

"Captain, what is this thing? And 
who flies it? The cockpit's so small, it 
would have to be a seven-year-old 
And what's that humming sound?" 
Masters asked. 

"Do you notice anything else odd 
about it, Mr. Masters?" the captain 
asked, obviously enjoying this 

"Well, yeah. Where are the 
engines? There are no props à nd no 


jets. There are no ailerons. And the 
shape al Пе wings 15 nit rig hi [OT а 
plane. It's just a wing, with no 
fuse age, no tail, And what is that 
humming sound?" 

"Quite right, Mr. Masters. This 15 
а recovered стай which we picked 
up in a field in the Midwest 
around 1972. It's а sort of single 


— 


seater flying wing стай superficial: 
IM similar to the f] ving wing proto 
tvpes developed by the Germans 


and us during World War И 

Ihe captain went on while lead 
Паў wasters over ГО a table wilh a 
coffee urn and coffee cups, “Wi 
kind of lucked into this one. Wwe 
didn't see it on radar or anything 
like that, T here were three food ol 
у who were out hunting one 
hine fall dav in 1972 to the west of 
here. Their dogs ran across this 
small gray who had died in the 
pack- 


woods, These old fellows 
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tracked down the trail of the gray 
an T i | papse of the alien. About 
à mile back up his trail, there was 
the plane, sitting in a field. just as 
pretty às you please, There was no 
crash. The alien had made а perfect 
'anding, аз far as we can tell. But 
something went wrong for him. He 
was dead. These Old boys, being 
the good patriotic members of the 
World War II generation that they 
were, hightailed it back to their - 
truck and got to a telephone to call 
the Air Force." 

"We rounded them up, retrieved 
the body and the plane, and scared 
the hell out of our hunters while 
still appealing to their patriotism. 
One really nice thing about the 
World War II generation is that they 
know the value of national security 
and don't put up much of a fight 
about keeping these things secret." 

“За, | take it this was the same 
kind of small gray that we recov- 
ered from Roswell?" ventured Mas- 
ters. 

"Yeah. That's right," said the cap- 
tain. "For all we know, that little 
guv was bred just to deliver this lit- 
tle plane to us. The way it's scaled 
down, some of the engineers have 
taken to calling it ‘the Scooter,’ Kind 
of cute, because of the small scale ot 
the thing and all." 

"Yeah, cute," said Masters. “So 
what did they use it for?" 

"We have no idea," said the cap- 
tain. "We speculate that it 15 just 
some sort of small shuttle craft for 
one creature to come down and 
gather samples or whatever, but 
we may be guilty of anthropomor- 
phism. For all we know, this thing 

тау be capable of intergalactic 
travel. It doesn't seem likely, but, 
then, neither does the entire situa- 
tion, if you know what | mean." 

"Yeah," said Masters, "I know 
what you mean. 5o, ქი you know 
how it works, after having it for six 

years?" 

“Well, not exactly,” the captain 
said. "We're still trying to figure 
out the basics... like, er, how 
to turm it off." 

"What?" said 1 
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mean that humming sound is 
coming from that thing? I thought 
that you guys didn't know how to 
run it?” 

"We don't," the captain said a lit- 
tle sheepishly. "One of our 
researchers just got a little frustrat- 
ed at having an intact craft without 
being able to turn anything on after 
years of tests and experiments, so 
he just abandoned the protocol one 
day and started punching touch- 
screens and proximity switches on 
the thing without even taking notes 
and it suddenly sprang to life. The 
instruments came on, the thing 
started making that humming 
sound, and it obviously was and іх 
ready for action." 

“507 What's the problem? Just 
have the guv reverse his steps and 
the thing should shut off, right?" 
asked Masters. 

"Yeah," the captain said, "that 
might work, but the guy who got 
it going was so surprised when it 
powered up that he forgot the 
sequence of what he did. We can't 
duplicate it, and even if we could, 
we have no assurance that revers- 
ing the command steps would 
reverse the current result. [hey 
mav not think as we do and may 
not wire things the same way. 

"Has anybody tried to switch 
anvthing differently since the 
thing fired up?" 

"Uh, no. Look around vou, Mr 
Masters. We are in a building. Sup- 
pose one of these geniuses punch- 
es the wrong button and this thing 
decides to go transluminal при! 
through a wall?” 

“What if it runs out of fuel? 
Masters asked 

"Again, we don't know. It's 
been humming for over a year and 
half without running down so far 
Since we don't know how they 
generate the power for it in the 
first place, it is difficult to deter- 
mine what to throw at the prob- 
lem. But we're working on it and 
we'll solve it someday ^ 

"Has everything that vou recov- 
ered been along the lines ot the 
Scooter?" Masters asked, his 
curiosity piqued. 


c ums 


"Not at all. Let's go back to the I 
and ГИ show you another one we ан 
supposed to show you in connectio: 
with your next assignment," Master: 
took one last look at the Scooter. witt 
its lithe, otherworldly lines and 
walked out to the Jeep. 

The AP drove them to a different 
hangar further down the flight lin 
This one was also guarded, althoug! 
it now occurred to Masters that non 
of these hangars were as heavily 
guarded as he would have expected 
under the circumstances. He men 
tioned this to the captain, who 
replied, "We're just taking a page ош 
of your book, Mr. Masters. If vou 
want to protect something really well 
vou don't telegraph to the world 
where it is by placing а heavy securi 
ty force around it. Besides, there are 
people right on this base who an 
Way Lov euros წა МЕ what ЕРСИ 0n 

here. The best disguise 15 no disguirs 
at all." 
Once again, they exchanged their 
security badges inside for special 


Zodiac clearance badges. Masters 
was then escorted into the large 
enclosure of the hangar. He involun- 
tarily inhaled and held his breath at 
what he saw, a large, ovoid disc. 
which had to be over 50 feet wide 
and 23 feet tall at the widest point. It 
looked like one of those opaque 
glass ornaments his parents used to 
hang on their Christmas tree when 
he was à kid. There were service 
scattoldings and ramps all around i! 
with about 55 people working on tt 
and cables and hoses snaking ама. 
from the craft 

"Uh, ... ours or theirs?” Masters 
asked. 

"Theirs, if you mean the aliens, 
the captain said. 

Masters said nothing, but kept 
walking slowly up to the стай, keep- 
ing an eye on it to be sure that this 
was not a dream or that it would not 
just Пу away despite the closed 
hangar doors. One look at the thing 
and it seemed clear that his question 
was rhetoncal. He felt that he knew 
[TOM 115 Vers appead mance, етер as 
glimpsed through the scaftolding, no 
human had ever d esigned this vehi- 
cle. There was just something about 


the proportions, the an eles, the 
material, the whole thinking that 
had gone into it which was not 
familiar, not... human. Masters 
walked up to it very slowly, craning 
his neck up to follow the upward 
curvature of the ship's hull. 
"May | touch it?" he asked. 
"Sure," said the captain. "This one 
was recovered a few years ago off 
the coast of Denmark, where it had 
sunk in relatively shallow water. The 
Danish government cooperated with 
us in retrieving the thing and getting 
it out of the count y without a big to 
do. Getting it into the base was a bit 
of a nightmare. We had to truck it 
through the city on a lowboy in the 
dead of night, covered with a tarp 
and flanked by plenty of security. It 
was pretty tense, І can tell you.” 
While the captain prattled on 
about the difficulty of housing the 
ship and the problems they were 
having trying to decipher its com- 
plex systems, Masters extended his 
hand toward the ship's hull. He 
touched it. It was cool and smooth 
to the touch, like a piece of fine 
sculpture or porcelain. As the cap- 
tain spoke, Masters ran his finger- 
tips up and down the hull, gradual- 
ly placing his whole palm on the 
surface and rubbing it back and 
forth, as if he were wiping down а 
horse after a hard ride. 

“May we go inside?" ^ 
asked. 

Ihe captain was shot a look Бу а 
general who had just approached 
within earshot as this question was 
asked. "Not today, sir. We are per- 
forming some tests utilizing super- 
coolants and it is not a very healthy 
place to be right now." 

"Mr. Masters," the general smiled, 
extending his hand and shaking it. 
“It is a pleasure to meet you.” Intro- 
ductions were made all around. 

“Га sorry that we сап t accommo 
date you on going inside the space- 
craft, but I am sure that find 
even the outside very impressive." 

"That would be putting it mildly, 
General," replied Masters. 

"Well, maybe next time, when you 
visit us again,” the general said. 
"Why don't you and the captain join 


კ | | 


tie over at the O-club for а drink? І 
Was just heading there myself.” 
“General, I'd really like to get a 
look inside this ship before I report 
to Washington, and I..." Masters 
hesitated on account of the look he 
received from the ca ptain. Masters 


hold for the time being. І want you 
to report to the office of Admiral 
Keating this afternoon. Keating's 
people stumbled on something up 
in the Arctic Ocean, and I want 
you to be in on the debriefing. 
You'll be going to Connecticut, sa 


knew it was poor etiquette to refuse 


the general's invitation. 

The general cut him off, "Oh. 
vou II Ecl vour Chance to see it, but 
nao neht now, as the captain 
explained to you. Let's take my car, 
and you can tell us what vou found 
out about these damned red balls 
that are cropping up all over the 
place. The captain mentioned to me 
that you were looking into it out in 
California. As he was speaking, the 
general shepherded Masters, the 
captain and everyone else within 
earshot toward a side door of the 
hangar where his car and driver 
were waiting. It was clear to Masters 
that this general was not used to 
taking "no" for an answer. With res- 
ignation, he exited the hangar after 
one look at the saucer. 


Back at Fort Belvoir, Masters 
had just finished his report to the 
colonel. “Well, so much for hypno- 
sis," the colonel observed. — 

“Not necessarily, sir,” Masters 
said. “We really need to try harder 
and longer on this thing and also 
use drugs on the tougher cases." 
The colonel's face showed some 
irritation with Masters’ tenacity, al- 
though he had come to expect it by 
now. 

“Sedge, we're going to have to 
put vour screen memory hobbv on 


vou d better pack some warm 
Clothes." 

“May [ask what this trip is 
about, sir?" 

"ure, vou сап ask. For now, 
let's just sav that it relates to what 
those young fellas in California 
told you about the USO off of 
Palos Verdes and that large стан 
we pulled out of the waters off the 
coast of Denmark. But it will be 
Admiral Keating who gives you 
the briefing. Meet with him and 
по опе else when you get to the 
Puzzle Palace. Then report bo me 
personally when you get back 
тот Connecticut.” 

As Masters drove to Fairfax to 
pack for his next assignment, he 
wondered where this was all 
going. After all, he had never аски- 
ally seen a СЕО in flight, never 
seen an alien, never received апу 
objective confirmation of their 
existence. While the ships he'd 
been allowed to see were initially 
impressive, now that he was more 
distant from the event, he was 
confident that George Lucas' or 
steven Spielberg's prop men could 
do as well. He shook his head at 
what he had gotten himself into 
and drove down the highway to 
prepare for his next excursion into 
the wilderness of mirrors that his 
work had become. «i 
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